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before coming in trying to think of some reason for their visit that would sound plausible, for they hated to tell him the truth. My husband said they were so tragic, and so embarrassed, that he laughed heartily and told them they were taking it much harder than he was; but he loved them for it and it was like old Princeton days to talk it over with them.
Margaret got back about 4 p.m., but she knew nothing definite, and after dinner we again awaited news. As nothing of certainty came we all turned in about eleven o'clock.
The next day was our last at Shadow Lawn. I find this entry in my diary:
"Thursday, November 9: Got up about 8; found no one knew a thing more than the night before. Margaret had to go to New York and we spent the morning receiving telegrams and winding up things at Shadow Lawn. Played golf at Spring Lake, and when we were on the 8th tee Dr. Gray-son arrived with news from Headquarters that they thought California was safe and if so that meant Democratic victory. The Doctor and Altrude were leaving at 4.30, and he was so excited and nervous she said he could neither eat nor sleep/*
At 8.30 that night we left, still without more definite news, to motor to Sandy Hook where dear Captain Berry was waiting for us with die launch. He was keyed to concert pitch over the election. On the Mayflower everything was filled with flowers. We sat on deck until 9.30 p.m. when Margaret went to bed, and the rest of us walked around the deck. Presently the marvellous lights of New York came into view. In the harbour we stopped to put off our old Chinaman, the cook, who was very ill. Captain Berry had sent for a tug to take him to the hospital.,It seemed pitiful when the poor, thin old body was tenderly lowered on a stretcher, and then his box of possessions after him; and in a few minutes the tug was only a speck of red light in the darkness.